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'the reptile world needs human specimens/"" 
we must therefore preserve you in glass' 
resign yourself to your fate/ 
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Men: this newly developed Anatone Belt 
gives -healthful support while it slims! 




The tNMONE BELT is so ienti Emily de- 
mlh maninujm comfort It looks veiy 



I does Ihe CISATCNE BELT Help 
le dropped BJunch . . il supports 

dfisrgned lo help you got Ihe 
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MO MATTER 


W AND I CAN 


WHAT HAPPENS, 


| HELP YOU, 


JUD AND I ARE 


J MILLIE/THE 


WAS HED U P, 


/ SPONSOR HA5 


DANNY/ I'VE ^ 


BEEN AFTER 


GOT MY OWN 


ME TO DROP 


CAREER TO j 


JUD FROM THE 


CONSIDER /V 


PROGRAM, 




ANYHOW / j— H 




^NO/ NO/ "^ 




THEY CAN'T/ j 




millie,..dannyJ 




— YOU CAN'T ] 




DO THIS TO I 




^ ME/ jj 
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For nights jud two to get up enough 
courage to kill himself — until suddenly 
he got a better idea . 




SHOULDN T BE ANY HARD FEELINGS. 
AFTER ALL, IRENE ONLY LIVED A 
YEAR AFTER SHE DIVORCED YOU... 
AND YOU WERE SMART TO OPEN 
THIS THEATRICAL SUPPLY AND 
COSTUME SHOP/ 



BUT YOU HAD THICKS THAT NO^ 
ONE ELSE HAS EVER BEEN ABLE 
TO DUPLICATE, GELASIUS... AND 
YOU KNEW STRANGE THINGS 
NOBODY KNOWS/ THAT'S WHY 



I WANT TO PLAY A JOKE / AND 
ONLY- YOU CAN HELP ME, GELASIUS. 
WITH YOUR KNOWLEDGE OF CHEMIS- 
TRY, I THOUGHT YOU COULD 
SUPPLY ME WITH SOMETHING THAT 

WOULD GIVE THE APPEARANCE 
OF DEATH/ 




LET'S MAKE THIS REAL SPECTACU- 
LAR, JUO / NO CHEAP ACT / 
INSTEAD OF POISON... 
MAKE A REALSPLASI 
IF rOU JUMP OFF THE 

ROOF OF 

BROADCASTING j/ NUTS / THIS IS 
JOKE 





A. STRANGE TALE OF THE SUPERNATURAL OCCURKO if* 
1903 IN A FISHING VILLAGE ON THE FLORIDA KEYES. AN 
ENGLISHMAN, PAUL FINLAY, CAME TO CHANTER A BOAT 
FOR HIS QUEST OF PIRATE TREASURE. A MAP WAS 
LEFT IN TRUST FOR PAUL BY HIS GRANDFATHER WHO 
WAS KNOWN AS THE INFAMOUS "BLACK SIMON THE PIRATE' 




The scream 
brought the 
police who 
came upon 

A GORY 
SCENE/ THE 
OF THE 
KILLER LAY 
DEAD, PIERCED 
BY A RUSTY 
OLD PIRATE 
CUTLASS IN 
THE HAND 
OF A CORPSE/ 

WHAT 
MYSTERIOUS 
POWER FROM 
THE BEYOND 
CAUSED THIS 
MACABRE 
TURN OF 
EVENTS / 



| THE EHO | 



/IT IS BETTER THAT I DIE 
THAN LIVE AFTER THE 

I BARBARIAN HAS SO DIS- 
HONORED ONE WHO BEAR5 I 

LyOUR ILLUSTRIOUS NAME.'J 



HFTER SRESORZ SHOT THE OLD 
I MANDARIN, HE AND KUANS 
3 LEFT THE SHOP. . . 



BECAUSE YOU 
REFUSED TO LET ME 
HAVE YOUR HIDEOUS 
OLD MASK/YOUR KIND 
WILL NEVER LEARN/ 
NOW IT IS MY DUTY 
TO SHOOT YOU FOR 
THE ATTEMPT YOU 
MADE ON MY LIFE--- 
AND THE MASK BE- 
COMES MINE ANYHOW. 



YOU ARE LUCKY I GIVE YOU AN 
END 30 QUICK/ 



I As THE SOULS OF WANO MSUf 
AND SEN SHU REACH THE EDGE ' 
OF THE ULTIMATE VACUITY, 

I THEY INVOKED THE FORM OF 
THEIR GUARDIAN SPIRIT... 



LY SUPERSTITIONS/ I « 

WEAR THE MASK AND NOTHING 
WILL HAPPEN/ YOU MUST ADMIT | 
THE DRAGON GOO DID NOTHING 



FROM THE OLD BELIEFS, TO PROTECT WANG AND H 
GREGORZ---BUT IT 13 
TOLD THAT THE MASK 
MUST NEVER BE WORN 
OR TOUCHED BY ANY 
BUT THE ONE TO 
WHOM IT HAS DE- 
SCENDED OR TERRIBLE 
THINGS WILL HAPPEN/ 



MQ&fM* 1 ***' 



FrOM 7W VASTNESS OF SPACE, WANG HSUI 
AND HIS DAUGHTER RECEIVE THEIR ANSWER. 





COME BACK/ YOU ARE MY COMRADES? 
YOU CANNOT LEAVE ME TO FACE 
THIS THING ALONE/ THERE MUST 
BE AN ANSWER." 



WHO SAID THAT/ A G H HH H H/ IT IS 

THE MASK/ IT— IT HAS A LIFE OF 
ITS OWN/GOAWAY EE E OOwWyy/ 




IF YOU LOOK INTO THE MIRROR, 
GREGORZ, YOU WILL SEE THAT 
YOU ARE LOSING YOUR FACE.' ALL 
THAT IS LEFT IS ONE EYE/ AND 

SOON THAT WILL 8E GONE/SOON 
YOU WILL NOT BE ABLE TO SEE 
OR SPEAK OR EAT UNLESS YOU 
WEAR ME TO REPLACE THE 
FACE YOU HAVE LOST/ 





GREGORZ 1VANOVITCH, YOU ARE 
KING THE SERVICE RIDICULOUS/ THE 
DOCTORS CAN FIND NO EXPLANATION FOR ALLTHIS 
AND SINCE YOU CAN NEITHER SEE NOR SPEAK 
EXCEPT THROUGH THAT GROTESQUE MASK... IT IS 
BETTER TO END THIS EPISODE BY LIQUIDATING YOU? 



TAKE THAT HORRIBLE THING FROM HIS FACE AND 
SHOOT HIM/ IT WILL NOT BE NECESSARY TO BLIND- 
FOLD HIM — SINCE HE HAS NO EYES IN THAT SILLY 
BLANK FACE/ 





Through the 
blackness of 
his death pains, 

GREGORZ 
SEEMED TO 
FEEL SCORCHING 
FLAMES THAT 
SWEPT OVER 
HIM LIKE THE 
BREATH OF A 
GIGANTIC 
MONSTER. 
AND THEN A 
FAMILIAR 
VOICE . . . 



SHALL WE SEARCH ./OR YOUR 
LOST FACE, GREOORZ? EVEN 11 
DEATH YOU WILL NOT 




HERE, GRE60R2.' EVEN IN DEATH 
YOU MUST WEAR THE MASK YOU 
TOOK FROM ME/ WEAR IT UNTIL 
YOU FIND YOUR OWN FACE.' 




DON'T — DON'T TORTURE ME 
LIKE THIS... I HAVE PAID FOR WHAT 
I DID TO YOU.' SHOW ME WHERE 
I CAN FIND MY FACE 




MY FACE- MY OWN FACE ... / 
AH-THERE IT IS/NO-IT ISN'T... 
THIS MASK- IF I CAN BUT RID 
MYSELF OF IT AND FIND MY OWN 
^FACE/ I MUST/ 1 MUST.' 



Y FACE/ THERE IT IS/ EVEN THE 
FLAMES 00 NOT MATTER /NOTHING 
MATTERS/ JUST SO I FIND MY 



And gregorz's comrades were 
astounded as. . . 

look/ in death gregor's feat- 
ures have been restored/but 
the dragon's mask' it- it has 
disappeared/ no one can find it/, 




In the midst of a cruel reign WAT dominated the 

PEOPLE Of CASTILLE, A PROVINCE IN SPAIN, A TALE OF 
THE SUPERNATURAL THAT DEFIES EXPLANATION WAS BORN. 
THE 'PROTECTOR' OF CASTILLE ADMINISTERED A BRAND 
OF JUSTICE THAT REACHED THE HEIGHT OF DESPOTISM 
WHEN HE SENTENCED A GYPSY YOUTH . 




THE SHOCK OF THE ORDEAL PARALYZED THE PRINCE AND 
CAUSED HIM TO LOSE HIS SENSES . 



V PRINCE, YOU ARE LOST TO US BUT THE POWERS 
OF THE 8EYON0 WILL GRANT YOU USE OF YOUR 
FOR YOUR VENGEANCE. 



Suddenly the hands moved . 



AS YOUR THOUGHTS BID, PRINCE 
I TO PUT THE 'PROTECTOR' TO J 
1. SIRE I 




A.T DON PEDRO'S 

HOUSE A 
BANOUET WAS 
BEING HELD. 
SUDDENLY THE 
ASSEMBLED 
GUESTS WERE 
ASTOUNDED TO 
SEE A PAIR 
OF HANDS 
CROSS THE 
TABLE AND 
LEAP AT 
THEIR HOST'S 
THROAT. . .„ 



THE STRANGLED 
MAN FELL TO 
THE FLOOR DEAD/ 
THE HANDS VAN- 
ISHED AS MYSTER- 
IOUSLY AS THEY 
HAD APPEARED AND 
WERE NEVER SEEN 

A RING THAT 
HAD FALLEN F> 
ONE OF ITS FINGERS 
IDENTIFIED THE 
HANDS AS THOSE 
OF THE GYPSY 
PRINCE 7 THIS CASE 
REMAINS A BAF- 
FLING ENTRY IN 
S OF 
THE UNKNOWN/ 

| THE END | 




[&t;< Talbot STEWART OVERCAME HIS FIRST 
INSTINCT TO RUN . . . 



[ HAVE COME TO SEE MR. EYRE ON 
\ BUSINESS MATTER. I--I DIDN'T 
■i TO BARGE IN ON HIS PARTY 
BUT I HAD NO WAY OF 
TING HIM KNOW I WAS COMING, 



X"« 



Talbot didn't think ne could be surprised now at 

ANYTHING HE SAW IN THIS WEIRD SETTING . , . 



ALL RIGHT/ I HAVE LET 
IT^ YOUR RESPONSIBIL 
AND YOU WILL ANSWER FOR 




Although talbot had never seen adolph 
byre— from these surroundings it was 
hard to imagine a girl so young and gor- 
seous married to him/ 




As BNRISLAINE EYRE LED HIM TOWARD A DOOR DOWN THE 
HAL L, SOME OP THE MA SKED FIGURES SURROUNDED THEM. . . 



HEH/ HEH/ SUCH A HANDSOME TgHRISLAINE'S TGET OUT OF 
YOUNG MAN TO BE LEO TO THE 1 BEAUTY BRINGSJOUR WAY, 
SLAUGHTER/ RUN, YOUNG MANj/ DEATH, MY _j»YOU — -YOU 
RUN WHILE YOU CAN/jlp^^^FRtEND/ ^JHORRORS/ 
BEWARE/ 






^TsTiiPiri 


UGLY CREATURES,' "1 




1 Xy 


Ht HATE THEM ALL/ ^^£i 




■ • -i&ffsffgjg^>s MfeJMHBli 




I'lMi 


VtvJIh 




iilskL 
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Talbot feu as though 'hewere drownins in the 
depths of the beautiful pleading eyes raised to 

HIS OWN... , 

1 I'VE NEVER 




The SPELL WAS BROKEN By THE SOUND OF THE 

VOICE BEHIND HIM... AND THEN THE UNBEARABLE 

AGONY*' OF THE GRIP OF BRUTE-LIKE FINGERS. . 




GOT TO DO SOME- 
THING OB... CGASP/)1 

... this - is rr/ those" 

FINGERS. ..CLAWS.. 
CAN'T BREAK... 

GRIP. . . , 




WlTH ALMOST SUPERHUMAN 
EFFORT, TALBOT FORCED HIS BRAIN 
AND MUSCLES TO OBEY HIS DES- 
PERATE NEED . 



AHH/ WASN'T SURE I 
COULD DO IT/ OLD - 
COMMANDO TRICK / \ 
IT WORKED/, 





MRS. EYRE — 


f YOU MEAN IS IT MY HUSBAND ? ^\ 


IS THIS— ? ~i 


I IT IS / AND IF YOU SAW THE FACE 1 


BUT BUT IT' 

CAN'T BE ij 


r BEHIND THAT MASK YOU WOULD BE M 
FVFN MflRF RHnntFn/ — — ^U 




ANO NOW WE WILL ^MASTER .' 1 




^FINISH THE JOB AND— X I THOUGHT 




■Hfl^H^B^MM^V I HFARn — 1 




^Pv'''IHH^: ■■ M 


Br^j 






mk^2 




ifc f T^H 


nn'\^JfS 


Mk^ifl 


.ALJ^P^ 
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iff - ^X 
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Talbot was shocked by the beautiful ms. e >mt$ 

MURDEROUS INTENTIONS . 





they're after us/ hurry/ my 
husband will rip you apart- 
he likes to destroy 
anyone young and/ i can't 
handsome . he «|stand to thini 
mustn't get jof him getting 
you/ you are^l you, either, 
mine/ m^^k.g hr| 5lai 




MACABRE AWAKENING 



All filght the storm had raged, and Pierre Ger- 
lld slept uneasjly. The tremendous claps of 
thunder reverberated on- the pallet on which he 
slept, and finally one huge upheaval shook his 
testing place so that he felt himself tossed to the 
floor. 

He was dreadfully tired, and unwillingly he 
roused himself from his slumber. The room was 
dark, as it should be — he couldn't stand light on 
his eyes when he slept. But then, as he raised 
himself from the floor, he suddenly became aware 
that he still wore his clothes. Apparently, after 
some night of carousing, he had thrown himself 
upon his bed fully dressed. 

Pierre Gerard rose stiffly, and it seemed to him 
he had been asleep for a long time, and now he 
wis consumed by a raging thirst. With an effort 
he tried to remember what had passed the night 
before, and just then something tumbled from his 
person down to the floor and broke the deadly 
Stillness of the night with an overload clank. No 
matter, Pierre thought. He could pick it up later. 

It was apparently late, and for a moment Pierre 
thought he really should go back to sleep, Bui 
then, for some odd reason, he felt rested and 
strangely restless. 

At that point he made his way to the narrow 
window that was the room's only aperture. It was 
a strange room, one he didn't remember at all, 
and he wondered where he was and whether he 
had been ill. Rain fell in an unbroken torrent out- 
side, and he could not, no matter how he peered, 
pierce its teeming curtain, 

"Let me see," he muttered. "Was it last night, 
or the night before that I fell ill?'-' 

His mind traveled bade in time. He was Pierre 
<"ierard, and there were his sisters Janine and 
Madeleine. They'd lived in a chateau where their 
tether, the Comte de Gerard, had brought them 
up. For some strange reason, Pierre thought back 
to his earliest childhood, as though that would 
help him remember and "bring him back through 
the space of time to the present. 

Chere was the time when he was six. Made- 
leine and Janine were twins, both three, and he 
had been set to watch them. 

"Come, Janine, Madeleine. Let's j;n for a walk," 
he remembered saying. "Let's go look lor the devil 
in the forest nurse was telling us about," he had 
suggested. 

Madeleine turned her earnest blue eyes upon 
him. "No, we cannot. We must stay here as 
nuree said." 

"The devil with her," he had said angrily. "I 



hate her. She always stands in the way of our 
having fun." 

Suddenly, he knew not why, he turned on the 
two little girls, swooping over them, flailing them 
with his fists, screaming, "Look, I am the devil. 
I will kill you, destroy you." 

The little girls had fled, screaming jp terror, 
and he had torn after them, laughing, making 
horrible faces, until his father had come upon him 
and brought him down to the ground where he 
had struggled until suddenly the mist cleared be- 
fore his eyes and he was ashamed of what he had 
done. That had been the first hint of his differ- 
ence, the growing evil within him. . . . 

Automatically now, Pierre searched his pockets 
for a cigarette, needing it to still the trembling 
that had suddenly tome upon him with his memo- 
ries. For now suddenly he was remembering the 
time at college — that dreadful day.... 

"Pierre, let's go fishing," his roommate Georges 
had suggested to him. "It is too lovely a day to 
spend at the university. Let's go down to the 
Seine." 

Pierre bad agreed, and they had started out. It 
was a lovely day, and blood good and strong 
flowed through Pierre's young veins, They caught 
two trout, two beauties, and the day was turning 
fast to dusk, caught between day and night for a 
moment in a blood-red sunset. And, fascinated by 
the beauty of the place, Pierre was reluctant to 
leave it. 

"Just one more strike, Georges," he urged, 
"and then we'll go." He did not know why he 
said, "Look, there out on that rock jutting over 
the river. That seems a likely place for a cjuick 
strike." 

Georges eyed it dubiously. "Seems like a likely 
place to break one's neck. The fish are biting 
good enough here." 

"No," Pierre urged. "That is the spot to fish. 
Come on — coward." 

The word acted as a goad to Georges' ego, and 
with an amused, challenging laugh, he'd picked 
up. his pole and scrambled ahead of Pierre over 
(he precarious pilings. At last he stood upright 
upon th; narrow jutting rock, and with a trium- 
phant smile over at Pierre, he turned his back 
and swung his fishing rod way out over the water. 

At that moment Pierre acted, and he knew sud- 
denly that this had been in his mind from his 
awakening that morning. Slowly, silently he crept 
up behind Georges, and then Georges turned. He 
(niik one look at Pierre, and it was plain he knew 
what was iri the other's mind. Terror replaced his 



original imile of greeting, and yet there was no 
plate for him to move. Pierre reached out his 
hands, and at that moment Georges stepped back 
from him, into space, and fell screaming to the 
jagged rocks below, where he lay like some broken 
thing, ill tangled up in his fishing line. 

"It's all very upsetting and sad," Pierre told 
the dean of the university later that day, after 
they'd retrieved Georges' body. "It was so sud- 
den, and of course, I feel awful, for I was his 
best friend. One moment Georges was. there, 
laughing, challenging me to climb up, too, though 
I was afraid, and the next moment, before I could 
reach him, he had slipped, and even while I yelled 
a helpless warning, he fell to the rocks below." 

Pierre's dark eyes had somberly looked into the 
dean's, a,id it was apparent the dean felt he had 
been through an awful experience. He'd been ex- 
cused from classes that next week, and he'd watch- 
ed as Georges' body was shipped home. But Pierre 
felt strangely cheated, as though the evil growing 
within him had not been fully satisfied. And now 
there was a strange stirring constantly in him that 
kept him unceasingly restless, though he tried to 
control it. 

The rain was still pouring outside, Pierre saw 
as he brought his thoughts out of the past, back 
to the present. Now. if he could only remember 
where he was and how he came to be here. 

And then he remembered. . . It had been the 
night of his homecoming, his graduation from the 
university six months after Georges' death. He re- 
called the great light that had been throughout 
the chateau in celebration of his return. 

"Pierre, welcome! We are so glad you're back!" 
His sister Madeleine had flung her arms around 
his neck, holding him close in her elation. "And 
you've grown so good-looking!" 

Pierre laughed, shrugging off her remarks as 
girlish silliness, yet pleased by them. And then 
his eye caught the serving maid who waited si- 
lently nearby for his coat and hat. 

She was short, petite, with ash-blonde hair that 
was tied primly with a ribbon. Her serving dress 
didn't help to make her seem much older than 
her obvious seventeen years. And Pierre noticed 
her soft blue eyes fixed on him in a wide-eyed 
State of admiration. As Madeleine released him, 
Pierre stalked over to her. 

"And who are you?'' he demanded. "You are 
new here since 1 was home on spring vacation." 

"Ana, from the village, sir," she smiled, curt-, 
seying. "It's an honor to serve you, my lord." 

Pierre stared into her eyes, and he knew that 
he would search her out later. And he knew that 
she would be waiting fot him to speak to her 
again. In the meantime he turned his attention 
back to the family. 



All through dinner Pierre couldn't get out of 
his mind this serving girl, and he hardly listened 
to his father's plans for him. "Now that you are 
home, Pierre, we'll have great times," the Comte 
said, and Pierre nodded abstractedly. 

It was after twelve o'clock when Pierre crept 
out of his room. He had remained dressed, and 
now he knocked softly on Ana's door. 

"It is Pierre," he murmured. "I cannot sleep, 
I'm quite thirsty, and would like something to 
drink." 

She came out of her room, and the moment 
Pierre saw her, it was as though he had been 
planning for this moment for a long time. He 
seized her and muffled her mouth with his hand 
to still her outcry. But in his death struggle with 
her, she had stumbled against a table with a loud 
noise. A;id then his father, the Comte, stepped 
out upon the landing. 

"Pierre! You are mad!" the Comte exclaimed, 
"The curse within our family has shown up in 
you, my son!" As the Comte approached him; 
in a desperate effort to escape, Pierre had dropped 
the girl, but she was already dead, and it was 
apparent how he had killed her. His father had 
come after him with a heavy iron weight that lay 
upon a table, and the last thing Pierre remem- 
bered as his father flung it at him was his cry: 

"Never, never will I let you bring disgrace 
again upon this family. Better death — better 
death!" 

So it was the Comte who had placed htm here. 
But where — and when? Pierre turned restlessly 
from the window. Memory wasVulI upon him, 
and he knew he must get out. His thirst was kill- 
ing him, and he must get away before his fathei 
came. 

He moved around the room, searching for the 
door, but his probing fingers found no knob. He 
banged, hoping it would bring some attendant 
who might let him out, but there was no answer. 
He tried to recross the room to his pallet, to sit 
down and rest, and he bumped into something 
He ran his hand along it, smooth, oblong. Sud- 
denly there was a tremendous flash of lightning 
that lit up his chamber, and an inarticulate animal 
crv of horror rose in his throat. 

His resting place had overturned, lying now en 
its side. And in the lightning's flash he saw the 
burst-apart casket that had held him. And along- 
side it was the thin silver shaft that had fallen 
from his heart when he'd been thrown from the 
„asket — the shaft the Comte had thrust in him! 
The whole mausoleum in which he was sealed 
forever was revealed to him, and his hopeless 
vampire's need for blood was a tearing agony 
within him . , . damning him forever in this. 
crypt . . . never to die. , . . 



Jan was huge and ugly, hated by his wife to whom he was completely indifferent, for he was 
obsessed by one challenge: to produce living tissue in his laboratory. his great mino probed 
the mysteries of life until at last he stood on the threshold of discovery. yet even as he 
hailed his great victory, vicious hands snatched it away, turning the substance of his 
creation into a shadow of evil/ 




Jan's double had been created after years 
of toil-years in which he loved only his work 
and his wife hated him as violently as she 
loved another. and one day, before the 
experiment worked. . . 



The day or reckoning approached quickly as 

EDNA PLOTTED WITH HER LOVER . , . 



WE CAN'T FAIL, HARRY/ Hf TOMORROW NIGHT THEN 

TH JAN OUT OF THE WAY, ^TDARLING/ I'VE ARRANGED 
El_L BE TOGETHER ALWAYS.) EVERYTHING DOWN 
AND WE'LL HAVE HIS ,— <V TO THE LAST DETAIL/ 




The next evening, at me moots 

ESTATE, OUTSIDE JAN'S LABORATORY. 



HE'S AT HIS BENCH ^ THISINCEN- 
WITH HIS BACK TURNEOj 
TO US. HE'S SO BUSY, • 60 OFF 
ME WOULDN'T NOTICE/ TWO MINUTES/ 
IFAN ELEPHANT^"^ BY THAT TIME 
WALKED 



Moments ticked awat, blueo 

to his worn, JAN WAS UNAWARE 

OF THE INFERNO TAKING SHAPE 
BEHIND HIM.. 



HURRAH, I'VE SUCCEEDED/ I'VE 
CREATED LIVING TISSUE/ THE 
WHOLE WORLD WILL HONOR 




After hovering betweeni/fe and death for 

weeks, jan became conscious only to learn of 
the treachery which almost destroyed him. . . 



Months later,although Fuur recovered physically, 

JAN SHOWED MENTAL DISINTEGRATION . . . 





THE AMAZING NEW MENSTRUAL SHIELD THAT GIVES 
SURE, SAFE PROTECTION OIFFERENTLY 



Yet. here It i*— look at ihe illustration and see at once why Comfo-Card 
ii different. Cornfo-Card looks like and is an abbreviated pantie— except 
Comfo-Card is especially cut to hug the body contours. Comfc-Gard is 
made ol finest fabric and elastic materials and is lined with sheerest, 
softest rubber to make it liquid repellent. 

HO PINS - NO HOOKS 

Comfo-Card eliminates pins and hooks. "No-slip" loops hold the nap. 
kin securely without pins or hooks. You'll enjoy this extra freedom 
from annoyances. 

ELIMINATES CHAFING 

Comfo-Card's wide crotch keeps the pad flat and smooth all the time. 
The elastic band hugs the hips, thus eliminating one of the moat 
common causes of chafing. 

NO TELL-TALE BUMPS 

Comfo-Gards special form-fit design completely does away with tell-tale 
bumps. 

NO STAINS -NO OVERFLOW 

The special sheer soft robber lining makes soiling or overflowing impos- 
sible. Tor the first time you'll really feel safe. 

LONG LIFE -WASHES IN A JIFFK 

Comfo-Card will give years of good service. Washes in a iiffy uni dries 
almost instantly. Try Comfo-Cards today. 



TRY COMFO-GARDS 
GO DAYS FREE . . . 
SEND NO MONEY 



oibrp 



■e-free 



envelope. We'll rush 
Comfo-Cards to you ■ in 
an unmarked package. 
Take 60 days to decide 
whether you wish to keep 
ComfiMiards. If nut a 
full refund of the 
purchase price will be 
made immediately. 



SO DAV 
TRIAL 



COUPON 



SEND 



NO 
MONEY 





MALKN MFG. CO. DepL A12 
20 Greene Si. 
New York. N.Y. 
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EASY TO EARN $50 TO JI50ANB 
MORE IN JUST YOUR SPARE TIME' 

s for STUART Greeting C.rds 

«r ni ;g',igi;r,c; y ." < " r ""° !! you "'»"« 

YOU DON'T NEED EXPERIENCE' 

e> no ,ped,l skill to „ U , complere „„„„. 



mem of beai 



" ■ ™ ■**■ a Luril|.JLC 

v Birthday and oih 



■ -. . — "innuav ana ( 

>ng <_ards— a generous supply for vea 

s;o.oo j. „„i ? , 00 b „' d 1 °™ 

money! Folk, will ,|„ w.n, our excitin, new 
Gift Hem,, S,„ io „e r y, Gift Wrapping, a S d , h " 

°.rn,,,H t ' '" OU ' Wg ""•""■» nelp yon 
earn still more easy monev! ' 

GET MONEY-MAKING KIT ON FREE TRIAL" 

See for yourself how easy it is to pet .h» m „ 
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